8                  A LABRADOR DOCTOR

such was not the case, for our temperaments being en-
tirely different, and neither of us having any idea of
giving way to the other, we seldom or ever found our
pleasures together. And yet most of the worst scrapes
into which we fell were cooperative affairs. Though I
am only anxious to shoulder my share of the responsi-
bility in the escapades, as well as in every other line of
life, my brother Algernon possessed any genius to which
the family could lay claim, in that as in every other line.
He was my father over again, while I was a second
edition of my mother. Father was waiting to get into
the sixth form at Rugby when he was only thirteen years
old. He was a brilliant scholar at Balliol, but had been
compelled to give up study and leave the University
temporarily owing to brain trouble. He never published
anything, but would reel off brilliant short poems or
essays for friends at a moment's notice. I used always
to remark that in whatever company he was, he was
always deferred to as an authority in anything approach-
ing classics. He could read and quote Greek and Latin
like English, spoke German and French fluently, while
he was an excellent geologist, and Fellow of the Geo-
graphical Society. Here is quite a pretty little effusion
of his written at eight years of age:

0, Glorious Sun, in thy palace of light,
To behold thee methinks is a beautiful sight.
0, Glorious Sun, come out of thy cloud,
No longer thy brightness in darkness shroud.
Let thy glorious beams like a golden Flood
Pour over the hills and the valleys and wood.
See! Mountains of light around him rise,
While he in a golden ocean lies:
0, Glorious Sun, in thy Palace of Light
To behold thee methinks is a beautiful sight.
Algernon Sydney Grenfell
Aged eight yearsposed that my elder brother and
